The Old Lion Dying
that they were cared for. But when he once turned in,
he slept too long. He needed the rest, it was true, and
rose refreshed; but it was no time for rest. And in the
morning, instead of pressing the pursuit, he lost consider-
able time in discussing Fouche and the new Jacobin
ministers—what he should do, in short, when he returned
victoriously to Paris.
During this strange interview, which took place on yes-
terday's field, among the corpses, the generals glanced un-
easily at each other. Under no circumstances would these
marshals have been sure of themselves; now they were
not sure of their commander. Hourly the uncertainty
spread.
About eleven in the morning he ordered his center to
march toward Ney and Quatre-Bras, on the road that ran
towards Brussels and which passed through the for-
est of Soignes and a little village called Waterloo.
Arriving at Quatre-Bras, he found other things to con-
cern him. Ney, who should have arrived at that cross-road
the day before, effected a junction with his own center, and
completed the rout of the Prussians, had not even held
the English. They had slipped away in the night; and
when, marching after them up the Brussels road, with
the shadows of evening he came to the Caillou farm, he
found the allies rather strongly intrenched on a ridge on
the other side of a rather easily defended valley.
While his room in the farm-house was being prepared,
he caught some more sleep on a bundle of straw under a
pear-tree which partialty protected him from the down-
pour. When his room was finally ready, his man, Ali,
could hardly get his boots off, so soaked were they; and
his round hat, shaped like a half-bellows, a conch-shell,
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